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DRAMATIS PERSONE&. 


d 


Sis Tosy LovecorLv. | * 


OLD FRIENDLY. 

Younc FRIENDLY. - 

CaPT. TRUELOvE, . . 
Jack SeflcurTLyY. 

TrICK, Servant to Truelbde. 
TiMoTHY, 


Servants to Sir Toby. 
TroMaAs, "Rs * 


LAURA. 
Lucy, Maid to Laura. 


A C 'H 4+ I. 
Enter Sir Tokv, examining his Houſe. 


W E L L, I have look'd round, and am 
glad to find all my doors ſnut according 
to my directions. A man that wiſhes to pre- 
ſerve for himſelf a woman with twenty thou- 
ſand pounds, mult learn, like a gamelter; to 
live without ſleep. —They ſay ſhe's pretty too, 
but her money would make her ſo, if nature 
had not done it. I thought, from my garret 
window, I ſpied. ſomebody looking very at- 
tentively at my premiſes. —Adad,' perhaps on 
of the numerous ruin'd London ſparks, who 
wants to figure away a little longer with'my 
ward's money, for as to her other charms, 
in theſe days, that's of very little conſequence. . 
And yet, I think, it's impoſſible they can be 
hunting for her, as I have taken care nobody 
ſhould ſee her for theſe twelve months paſt, 
and now I will offer her full liberty; that is, 
provided ſhe is ſo wile as to accept me for 
a huſband ;—but if ſhe is fool enough to re- 
fuſe it, I'll bar up all my windows, and ſhe 
ſnall never more ſee the ſun.ä—Hah! who's 
here; O, tis Lucy, her maid; I wiſh I cou d 
* B bring 
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bring that ſly jade to be of my intereſt —But 


what, in the name of wonder, can ſhe be do- 
ng up ſo early? 


Enter Lucy, who ſpeaks 10 Ber ſelf. 


This old fellow 1s certainly the devil; it's im- 
poſſible to ſtir without meeting his ugly face. 
Sir Toby, What are you about ſo early? 
Eh, madam.—Aſde. Now dare I not go to 
the coffee-houſe, though my coach is waning 
tor ms, 

Lucy. You ſay, Sir, that too much deep is 
unwholeſome; ſo, hearing you open the door, 
I came for a little morning air. 

Sir Toby. No, no, if that was all, you might 
have ſtood at your window, but 1 dare ſay, 
you have ſome lot in hand; and I war- 
rant your miſtreſs is up, and waiting for in- 
telligence; inſtead of which, you ought to be 
"op faſt aſleep. _ 

ucy. Aſleep in this houſe ! Pray, Sir, do 
ou ak — is poſſible, whilft you are hob- 
ling up and down ſtairs, locking one door, 
unlocking another, coughing as if you was 
dying of the aſthma; if we attempt to cloſe 
our eyes, ſlap goes a door, down tumbles a 
chair, bark goes the great houſe-dog.— This 
is your conſtant muſic; and fo, Sir, I fay, we 
had better be ſlaves in Turkey, for there one 
tn now and then, get a little ſleep. - * 
ir 


KE 


Sir Toby. Good lack, good lack; all this 
now I get for my . e Ja 
— s good, huſly. 

cy. Good, quotha, I believe then. my 
miles wou d — be without your good; 
and Im fre I um Ticartily Rc of this kind 
of livin 
Sir Toby. You 2 are you—Well ht 
Lucy, fa will be my friend in one 
Ill do every thing I can to pleaſt you, © 
Lucy. Oh! name it, Sir, for-thiere-206 bud 
few things I would not do. to procure our 
dear liberty. 

Sir Toby. Well, then, you muſt know, Lucy, 
that having a very great affection for _— 
miſtreſs, and wiſhing to prevent ſo 
woman from falling Foto bad hands, 
to marry her myſelf. | 

Lucy. What ! a perſon of your wb 
and experience, to be guilty of ſuch a folly. 

Sir Toby. What do you mean by folly # You 
know I had no children by my Gil and I 
wiſh to have an heir to keep up my name. 
Lucy. Heirs! and do yoo really expect 
one of your own ?—T'll tell you A Sir, 1 
would not be concern'd, for a thouſand 
pounds, in marrying my miſtreſs to her grave; 
for ſuch, I am fure, you wou'd be to her. No, 
no, Sir, you're much miſtaken in me. | 


Sir Toby. Miſtaken.— dare fay, if I had 
defired you to ſay your prayers,” you wou'd 
B 2 have 
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have' given me the ſame anſwer ; but take 
care; Mrs. Prate-apace, dont attempt to croſs 
my deſigns—get away. | 
Lucy. ' Afide. J will if I can tho”. 
Enter TRI CK, pecping about ver cautiouſly. 
Trick. J have left my maſter at the coffee- 
houſe, with an intent, I think, of giving 
Lucy notice of our arrival; but, by my faith, 


1 'am afraid that will be impoſſible, from the 


odd appearance of the manſion.—Hah ! who 
have we yonder ;—by his figure, I dare ſay, 
the old dragon.—So, ſo, he has ſeen me; now 
for one of my impudent faces. 
Sir Toby. What do you want, friend? 
Frick. Good morrow, Sir. | 
Sir Toby. Well, good morrow, and what 
then ? 1 | 
_ Trick. I hope you are well, Sir. 
1 Sir Toby. Ves, thank heaven, and what of 
at ? o | | 
. Trick. When then I am very glad of it, Sir. 
Sir Toby. You are very glad of it !—Why, 
what the devil is my health to you? Who 
are you ? Whatare you? From whence came 
you, Sir? Eh. wo 
Trick. Faith, Sir, your queſtions are ſo nu- 
merous, that it would require a great deal of 
time to anſwer them, which at preſent I have 
not leaſure for; let it therefore ſuffice, that the 
world 1s my country, and I live by my _—_ ; 
ir 


e 
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Sir Toby. Aſide. A m rogue, I warrant 


him. 

Trick. Sometimes an honeſt man; and 
ſometimes the contrary, juſt as my pocket 
happens to be lin'd; for example, my preſent 
profeſſion being phyſick, when I am fluſh in 


caſh, I cure a patient in three days; but.— 


when my pockets are empty, he can't be cur'd 
under three months. 

Sir Toby. A very excellent principle, upon 
my word. — But pray, Mr. Doctor, what are 
you doing about my houſe? We have no 
occaſion for you at preſent. . 

Trick. Nay, no great buſineſs; I only look'd 
in as I paſs'd by, that's all, Sir. 

Sir Toby. Now, I ſuſpect you have ano- 
ther reaſon, for inſtead of a doctor, I believe 
you are one of thoſe ſparks that get in at a 
window, or down a chimney, at two in the 
morning. Vou underſtand me. 

Trick. Take care, Sir, my honour is facred; 
I am known very well not far off, Sir. © 

Sir Toby. Afide. Perhaps too well. But 
zounds, Sir, what buſineſs have you here ? 


* Trick. Afide. Adamn'd queer old fellow this. 


— Well then, Sir, if you muſt know, having 


1 ſtudied chemiſtry, I was in ſearch of ſome fim- 


ples, I have occaſion for, being very nearly 
arrived at the proper degree of heat- for the 
philoſopher's ſtone. „ BEL 


Sir 


CS 73 
Sir Toby. Good lack, Mr. Chemiſt, I think 
your dreſs rather an odd one, for ſo ingenious 
Aman. 

Trick, Oh, Sir, the mak ingenious are not 
always the moſt fortunate. I have met with 
many misfortunes, which have reduc'd me 
— below my birth; ſo that, at preſent, I 
am oblig d to — an officer, as valet de cham- 
bre, whoſe life I fav'd at Minden, when he 
was fhot through with a cannon ball. 

Sir Toby; What, the devil, ſhot. Gough 
with a cannon ball! 

Trick. Oh, Sir, that's nothin Wou'd you 
think it, if your head was off, I wou'd — 
waſh it with a water I have, and clap it 
again on. your ſhoulders, and you wou'd de 
as well again as ever —W by, Sir, 1 have done 
it to a thouſanct. 

Sir Toby. And pray, Sir, what! 18 the officer's 
name, that has the honour of your attendance, 

Trieb. Captain Bounce. 

Sir Toby. Bounce Il fancy a near relation 
of your's, eh, friend? 

Trick. Oh, no Sir, to be ſure he does treat 
me very much like a relation, for the reaſon 
I have already told you. | 

Sir Toby. And pray, Sir Sir, where i is this maſ- 
ter of yours? 

Trick. At the Gearge, ru bring him to 
you immediately. 


Sir 


1 
Sir Toby. Oh, by no means ;—but what 
brings you to Wincheſter? | 
Trick. That moſt horrid of all employ- 


ments, recruiting.— . ide. The devil take this 
old dog and his queſtions; for I ſee no hopes 


of finding Lucy. 

Sir Toby. Now, Sir, rn give you a bit of 
advice; go and gather your ſimples ſome where 
elſe, for to deal frankly, I don't hke your 
countenance, 

Trick. Well then, Sir, only tell me whoſe 
houſe this is. 

Sir Toby. Why this houſe belongs to—it's 
maſter. 

Trick. Indeed, Sir, —but may I aſk who 
that maſter is. 

Sir Toby. Why that maſter is—a man, friend. 

Trick. Really, Sir, your anſwers are ſo uy 
conciſe and diverting, I cannot poſſibly thin 
of leaving you.— e mean to o to Oxford 
to night; what time do) you thi we ſhall ar- 
rive there | 

Sir Toby. The town clock will tell vou.— 
But take my advice and march, for fear worſe 
befalls you.— Farewell. Exit. 

Trick. (falus) Moſt certainly this is the old 
fellow himſelf; now have I told fifty lies to 
no purpoſe, for I am not a bit wiſer than I 
was at firſt Hah! I ſee his coach, I'll make 


chat. each it, and ſee what I can make of 
at. 


Sy 
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Sir Toby. (returning) What the deuce, are 
you 2 1. here ſtill? If you don't march 
off, III— 

Trick. Pray, Sir, don't put yourſelf in a paſ- 
ſion, it's hurtful to the conſtitution.- I'm 
gone. A/ide. Curſe on his leathern jaws. ¶ Exit. 

Sir Toby. Well, at laſt I've got rid of him; 
but I don't like this fellow's countenance, — 


Timothy. 
Enter Servant. 


Timothy, Did you call, Sir ? | 

Sir Toby. Be ſure you lock the doors care- 
fully; let no body in or out, till I return from 
the coffee-houſe ; there was a deviliſh ill- 
looking fellow lurking hereabouts juſt now. 

Tim. 1 ſhall obey your orders punctually. 


Keene changes to the Coffee- Houſe. 
-TRUELOVE, SPRIGHTLY, and FRIENDLY. 


Fr. Iam rejoiced to ſee you, Truelove; . 
pray what can have induced you to chan 
the gaieties of London for the ſtupidity * 
country toõẽwn? 
True. Almighty love. You may both of 
ou remember my diſtraction, on my return 


- to England, at not being able to learn what 


was become of my blooming Laura; at laſt, 
after much enquiry, I found that the old 
hunks, her guardian, had immur'd her here 

for 


( -9 Y 


7 for theſe ercdve. months. paſt-—80.down/ 1 
came on the wings of impatience, and haye 
diſpatch d Trick (Mhoſe fertile genius wre 

acquainted with) for intelligence. 
AIßprigbt. Damn your love; come let g 
walk, and fee what's going on in the town. 
1 True. No, no, I'll ſtay here, as they tell 
me dir Toby never miſſes the coffee-houſe.— 
Who knows, but by being a ſtranger, and 
. wheedling Him, he — alk me to dinner. 
Spright, Dinner, my xp — m. he 


wou'd as ſoon give you 


17 Enter Tack. - RM 
Tue. 2 Trick; n. what news, man ? 
ä thou ſeen Lucy tio f 


\\ Trich, No, Sir; but | I —— en the Knight. 
True. Well, and what haſt thou diſcovered? 
Trick, That you have rid poſt from Lon- 
Een that you may ride back again as 
oon as you will. Curſe = that Iaſt horſe, that 
I rid, what a ſouſe he gave me into the water, 
whilſt the gentlemen, of the, pad eas d you of 


the trouble of carrying W purſe, as they 
civilly call'd it. 


Jrue. Curſe: QUT, memo Wel. ye ou 
ſaw Sir 2 Aa did you Poa to him? 

Trick. Yes. Sir, I ia peak to [nx but he 

was ſo deviliſh crabbed; I could make no- 

thing of him.—In ſhort, Sir, Jou haye juſt 

as s much chance of getting into his cicadel, as 

8 e 


( vo ?) 
the Spaniards have of getting into Gibraltar. 
He'll be here immediately, for I heard him 
-give orders to lock up his doors, till his re- 
turn from the coffee-houſe. 
Spright. Ay, ay, that's Sir Toby to a hair. 
True. My deareſt Laura, what can I do to 
releaſe thee? 
Fr. A thought has juſt corantall to me.— 
But, hark, I hear the coach. —Hah ! here's 
no body to diſcover the trick: We muſt pre- 
tend to quarrel Draw, Truelove. 
True. For what? 
Fr. I have not time to tell you —Spright - 
ly, do . pretend to part us. By God I have 


not loſt; and therefore won't pay it. 
True. You have, and I do inſiſt on it. 
4 | [7 bey pretend to fight.] 
155 Enter Sir ToBy. | 


'$ priphe. Gentlemen, gentlemen, for God' 8 
IT 

Fr. By heavens, I will not. ay it. 
True. By heavens, but you ſhall, 


Fr. There's for you then. — Aſde. Pretend 
to be wounded. 
Tyue. Oh! I am wounded ; lead me home 
if poſſible, © 
: n Sir Toby. Hoity, toity, what $ here,—mur- 
er. 
Fr. I hope you are not moch hurt, Tom; 
how are you? - 
ir 
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Sir Toby. Do, quotha; what, kill a man, 
and then pretend to grieve for him. — But, 

ray, what occaſioned it? 

Fr. 1 will tell you bye and bye, but, firſt: 
have the goodneſs to lend us your coach, to 
carry him home; it ſhall return immediately. 
Sir Toby, With all my heart. (Speaks aloud 
to his coachman.) Tom, do you hear, carry 
this gentleman home, and return directly. 

True. ¶ Afide to Friendly.) Oh! my friend, 

I now underſtand” you; my foul dances at 
the bare idea. (They lead off Trurlbve. a 
return.) 
Fr. Indeed, Sir Toby, I want 1 
expreſs how much I am oblig d to you, for 
ſo readily lending your coach to convey my 
friend hom. 

Sir Toby. Well, but, Sir if he is really your 
| friend; how comes it that you were _—_ 
- each other's thtoat s 

Fr. A ridiculous heat of — about: 2 
bet; I wou'd never forgive myſelf, if I thought 
he was much hurt, for he is the deareſt friend 
J have in the world. —You'll have the good- 
neſs to excuſe us, Sir A but we muſt go 


| ny ſee after our friend. ar Wb | [Exemnd. 
* » Sprzght.'' Bye, by Ae t 
? Friend) How wy the pu qr pn: the 
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Sir 3 fahus.” 
l cannot get that curſed fellow out of my 
head, that was prying about my houſe, Well, 
well, Ill have every window arricaded im- 
Medis —＋ think 1 hear my coach ; Flt 
about it rtety. NN r 


T Sckxr, Sir 7; by 5 Houſe... 
Tre: Thank you, ooachman; there's. 65058. 
thing for you to drink my health; But, pray, 
enn Iiſpeak to the lady of the houſe? 
uch. Sir Toby has no wife, Sir, but there's 
a young lady lives in the houſe; bon call her 
maid.—Hch, Lucy, Lucy, here's a es 
man wants ts to ſpeak to OTE. 121007 
9 Euer Lucy. WES 
Lucy. A gentleman }: bleſs me, Thomas, 
ho came you to let a. man into the houſe 
Coach. Egad, you may be ſure Sir Toby bid 
me, or I wou'd'nt ha * Trutfeve. 
Thank du, Sit. n 24 
Tuch. Good heavens 15 ie poſſible {Mr 
Truelove! AN 
True. Yes, Lucy; 1 where's my dead 
Laura; I die till I fee herr. 


wg what miracle did you Ne on 


Sir Toby? TOs 


True. Prithes aſk no nend lead me to 
her, I'll acquaint her. 

Lucy, Well, follow me, then, 

N | * SCENE 


C 8 } 


Lern Aint: and Aiſcouert Ea at her. 
harpfichord, after a Jong, Leer and Txuz- 


LOVE love come. 4 


Ei o. Lucy ? | 
N 2 Ta have an acquaintance of 3 
introduced. 1 
XZ Laura. What do L fee My Truelove! 
Pe. My deareſt life. (They embrace ) O, let 
me ever hold thee to my panting heart, and 
part ng more. | 
XZ Laure. The laſt was a fatal parting.— 
But fay, my love, how got you here, for the 
old miſer allows no body to viſit me? 
= True. By the invention of a friend, my 
® life; he ſent me here in his coach, but knows 
not who I am. 
4 Laura. God heavens, how- F tremble; 2— 
he'll ſoon return, for he's never abſent above 
half an hour. Lucy, watch below. Exit 
Lucy. How can I get out of his power; 
the nauſeous brute told Luey he meant to 
marry me himſelf; the very r of it 
will make me diſtracted. 
% Put. Curſe un the fiend y with whe, 
rhilſt we have time, to Mr. Tach 8 Houſe; 
ho will ſee us inſtantly married. 
7 4 Laura. My priſon is fo odious to me, that 
I ſhall require very few intreaties; but the 
| — of my fortune are in this cloſet. 
rue. 


Laura. What made that blockhiead Up | 


( 14 ) 
True. Don't mind them; having you, I 
have all I want, | 


Enter een on 


Lacy. Oh, Madam! there's Sir Toby 
turn'd, ſtorming like a madman, =—_ — 
ing all the ſervants before him 

Laura. Undone, undone, what ſhall we 
do What will become of thee! 

Tue. Don't mind me pretend ſurpriſe, 
and deſire me to be gone; * _ to 
me. 


Enter Sir Tozy, Beating bis Servants. 708 


"fie Toby, Ye ſcoundrels, what have ye done? 
IMs bring a, man into my houſe ? . 
2 Why, did not you bid me carry bun 
me 
Sir T. nat wag m home, u 
e hon y y 

True. What de you mcan, Ade by 
ſaying you don't know me ? Death, did not 
I lodge here laſt night? ', 

Laura. No, indeed, Sir; I never Gow you 
before; do you think we let lodgings?- | 

True. Faith, a very pretty trick; but it 
won't paſs me, Madam. 

Sir We hat's the meaning, of all this, 
pray? noting 

True: {hs — Crane 31 think 1 Fn 
had the honour of ſeeing, you before. This 
gentle- 


— 6 


( 25 )) 

gentlewoman wou'd fain perſuade me I did 
— Jodge at this inn laſt edt I. 

Sir Toby. Inn — Why, do you take this 
lady for an hoſteſs ? © 

True. She is certainly handſome z but why 
ſhou'd beauty. make her deny her buſineſs; 
and therefore I ſay, Madam, call your ſer- 
vants. 

Sir Toby. Oh, you raſcals, its all your 
faults, but I'll be reveng d on you. (Heat. 
bis ſervants, they run off.) 

Timothy. It wan't my ww Thomas bid 
me let him in. 

True. Wg ws | a yet; * 50 
houſe ! waiter! waiter Pray, Sir, fit down, 
III make ſome body hear. Jo Lucy. Hark 
ye, Miſtreſs,” are you above your buſineſs 
too? 

Sir Toby. Oh! Oh! I ſhall go mad ſhall 
run diſtrafted, 

Lucy. Pray, Sir, done fancy I'm Tm one of. 
your wenches. 

' True. Good lack, ha, ha, ha, what your are 
a fine lady too.—Sir, I fancy this is a very ex- 
traordinary inn.—Pray, Sir, do fit down; ſo 

ho, houſe! I ſay, houſe! f 

Sir Toby. The Devil go with u; what do 
Jeu make ſuch a noiſe for? Oh! Oh! 


Lauru. Pray, Sir Toby, humour him a lit- 
dle, for i fancy he is belde hint bs. 


( 726 ))) 
Sir Toby. Hell and furies, this muſt be 
ſome villain. Here, where are you, raſcals ? 


Enter Servants. 


True. Hah, ſcoundrels, where have': you 

been? (Strikes one Sway Hring a bottle of 

claret, and let us know what we can have to 
cat. | 

Sir Toby. Bring a bottle of claret bring 

a halter. What do you mean by ſtriking my 
ſervants? 

True. Your ſervants; bey are mine, whilſt 
I pay for what I call. So you are the land- 
lord, it ſeems, make your ſervants more at- 
tentive. Stir, I ſay. (Strikes another.) 

Sir Toby. Zounds, let him ſtir, if he dares. 

Get out of-my houſe, ſirrah, don't bully here; 
I thought you was wounded, when I lent you 

my coach; but I ſee; now it was'a'trick.—- 
So, Laura, go into that room. 

Taura. . (Afide, and exit.) Oh, | miſerable, 

ſhall I ever fee him again. 

True. (Aide to Lucy.) III be hereahouts 

again in an hour, and releaſe her, or periſh in 

the attempt. 

Sir Toby. You ſeem to have recovered 
mighty ſoon, Sir. 

True. Indeed, Sir, it is now very bad; but 
this woman has put me in a paſſion, But I 
alk —— fi taking you for the land- 
lord of this inn. 

Enter 


( i ) 
"oY Enter TRICK, running. ha 3 
Sir Toby. Rot your pardon.— But who the 


_ are you? MY 
Trick. I am this leman's ſervant. —But, 
bleſs me, Sir, mul ge puke a here ? Mr. 
Friendly and his father carried a ſurgeon to 
the George, but not finding you, they ſent. 
me to this gentleman's ſervant; to inſiſt upon 
1 where he had ene you de A 4 
Sir Toby. ( Afide) 1 wiſh you were all hang 
hat 24d Hilke 15 . 
True. ( Afide.) Well done, Trick, a god 
hint I am really aſham'd'vf myſelf; but 
I hope you will forgive me, as I really took it 
for my inn.—Pray, Sir, excuſe me to the lady 
Sir Toby. Oh, Sir, never trouble yourſ 
about the Iady.. 
Trae. Sir, Tina gentleman; and, th 
can. t go till J have made the lady an apology. 
—To Lucy, Will you go and acquaint her 
with my intention? | 
Sir Toby. Stir if you dare. Zounds ! I ſhall 
go mad; what, to have my ſervants kick'd 
about like foat-balls; my;bauſe us d like a 
common inn; and then to be told, impudent- 
ly, Tm a gentleman.—And fo, Mr. Gentle- 
man, without any further a „I ſhall be 
proud to wait on you down ſtairs. 
True. Well, Sir, I will go; but, pray, is 
the lady, your * or grand - daugluer 7 
* , ir 


* 
_s © * 
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-Sir Toby. She's my wife, my wife ! do you 
hear that, Sir? 


True. Is it poſſible! Your moſt obedient 
ſervant. 


Sir Toby. The devil go with u. (Seeing 
Trick) Br Sir, what 8 ſtaying 
for ? Troop after your maſter. (Turns him 
Out. 17 Lucy. And you too, why don't you 

your miſtreſs ? What, does your chops 

wa at wk ſight of a man, heh? 
Not fuch a one as you, Tm 
[ Exit. 


* 0 ns S/ Tenr, fue. 


1 en underſtand this miſtake, though.— 


He's a ſtra oung dog, 1 wiſh Laura 
Bal not een Hin. J 80 and ſee if he's fairly 
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ACT x : 


Sczxe the Street—TRUELOVE af Tarn, 
| meeting Young 12 | 


* 


Young FRIENDLY. | 


War met, Truelove, 1 10 in 9 
| of 4. to enquire how our ſcheme had 


go ag PO En Rr rt APY 
ing fair, who received me with 
but juſt as ſhe had conſented to go with me to 

your father's, the old fox pede 
his haſte. 

Trick. And I. luckily, RE Line, 20 
effect my maſter's eſcape, without the "i 
hunks g who we were. 

True. But I have promis'd Lucy, toreturn 
in an hour, and the hour;is alma 3 — 
without having come to an 

W 


how to proceed. —But reſcue 
Fecal I have iti it—go and 

Track. I e ton 
your regimentals, which. wall 215 
eu ou from Sir Toby —I told him 1 {erv'd 
er,—And then, Sir, Ike ex 
HET we will act according to the exi- 
of affairs. 


rue, Well, Trick, as your advice has been 
of uſe 1 to me before, Tl low / it. But have 


her, I am fully determined on. 
D 2 Fr. 


the works; 
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Fr. Why, to be ſure, twenty thouſand 
pounds are worth having. 

True. If the was not worth ſixpence, 1 
ſhould prefer her to all the world. Our in- 
fant years firſt ſowed the ſeeds of affection, 
which time matured into a reciprocal at- 
tachment.—Whilſt J was with the army in 
America, her father died, and left her to the 
care of this infamous ald fellow, who has ſhut 
her up, from me, and from all the world, 


merely, I am convinc d. for the ſake of her 


fortune. 

7. F. I with, moſt heartily; you may ſuc- 
ceed; and if you do, you know how happy 
my Father will be to receive you.—But this 
5% Toby is very watchful. 

True. "If he Anme. all his friends from 
hell, by fraud or force I'll have her. 

E rick. Well, Sir, determine, whether we 
ſhall beſiege or ſtorm the caſtle ; for the head 
muſt work before the hands. We muſt find 
out the weak 8 ; raiſe our batteries; ruin 

e the town by aſſault; the old 
rogue by the throat; phander his caſtle, and 
carry o the . 

T7. F. Ha, ha, ha, Trick talks like a ſoldier. 

True. Ay, ay, 1 flatter myſelf, I have ſome 
intereſt in the place, and they have notice of 
my approach. 

Trick. So much the better, Sir; the more 
friends we have there, the ſooner it will be 

ours 


( ar } 
ours.—Away, Sir, about your diſguiſe; in the 
mean time, I will reconnoitre the propereſt 
place for my battery. Fortune can't always go 
againſt us; nothing like courage and activity 
to fix the fickle jade. But, be ſure, Sir, don't 
let the Secretary at War know any thing of 
my military merit; for then I ſhou'd cer- 
tainly be a footman all my life. | 


SCENE, the 6utfide of Sir Togv's Houſe ; he in 
be Garden before it. Th 
Sir Toby. I think, a certain philoſopher 

ſays, that nothing is ſo hard to keep as a ſe- 

cret; but I think it is ten times harder to 
keep a handſome woman, that has money.— 
I don't like this accident; and then that other 
rogue, that was here in the morning, who ſaid 
he ſerved an officer. Rot theſe Officers, they 
are made up of ſtratagems, where a woman is 
concerned. — However, I expect the {math 
every moment, to barricade my windows, 
from the cellar to the garret. But Laura muſt 
not ſee him; ſo I have invited her and her 
maid into the garden. Oh, yonder they come. 
Poor thing, ſhe was terribly frightened at my 
dog of a coachman's miſtake, | 7 


| Lava and Lucy, entering. 4 
Laura. What can be the meaning of this 
indulgence; Lucy? No matter, it happens 
very luckily, if Truelove keeps his promiſe. 
N Lucy. 
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FIR I am aſtoniſhed ; for I really believe 
tis the firſt invitation of the kind you have 
received theſe twelve months.—But even ſup- 


Mr. Truclove was here, you durſt not 
w him, for ſee where the old Argus 1s 


ing to us. 
Sir Toby, Well Madam, how are you now? 2 
—1 ſent for you into the garden to take the 


air; it is good after a fright. 


Laura. I believe it wou d be ſo, Sir Toby, 
if one cou d really change the air, but I fancy 
there is very little difference betwixt this and 
that of my room.— I don't know what ails 
me, but whenever I fee you, y mur 
heart wou d break. | 


Sir Toby. Then you men have a huſband, 


child. 
True. 2 Track, — 70 The 
angel's here ; bur curſe on hu. t monſtcr's 


with her. 

Sir Nuby. What think you of being married, 
Laura? 

Laura. I ſhould like it exceedingly, Sir.,— 
I might diffemble, fike many of my ſex, but 
I have a heart above difguiſe, and therefore 


2 own, my utmaſt ambition in do de a 


T, TUE, 
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Trud. (Afide) To me, the Means; Oh, how 


ſhall I deliver her. 

Well ſaid, Madam; I am antes 
to Follow your example, the wy firſt oppor- 
tunity. 


Sir Toby. Good wits jum I am — 
mined — too; I have Led many 


offers, but my heart is engaged woo: my ar 
Laura; for 1 will naw own it, ] love you, EX= 
tremely. 
Lucy. ( Afide) so, now his pretty inten- 
tion is out. | 
Sir Toby. More, if poſlible, than you do me. 
Laura. That's very poſſible, Sir. 
True. Aide) Love her—the ue ſhall 
loſe all patience. 
Trick. ( Aid For God's fake, gr, be 
eee 
1 Laura. What was it you fad, Sir, that I 
love you; be aſſured, you was never more 
miſtaken in your life, for I hate you, mortally. 
True, ( Afide) Oh, delightful words. 
Sir Toby. But why io, prithee ?. | 
Laura. As you love without reaſon, per- 
haps I hate in the ſame manner. 
Lucy. Well, Sir, if her declaration is not 


exactly what N with, at leaſt it is 


ſincere. 
Sir Toby. Is it PT Madam Git. 
ay, Sir, don't be br}! but let 


Lucy. 
us No the caſe, 


Laura. 


* a | 
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1 

Tauru. And to begin, if love has made me 
handſome | in your eyes, confider how it has 
made you in mine. 2 

| Lucy. She's handſome, you re ugly ; ſhe's 
gay, you're moroſe; ſhe's ſixteen, you're ſixty ; 
the has fine teeth, you have only — and 
that too is in danger by the next _ 

Trick. (Aſide) A mettled wench, faith ;— 
ſhe hits him off, finely. = 

Laura. Don't you "think, my dear gardy; 
that theſe are irreſüſtble charms. | 

Sir Toby. You ſhall marry me or no body. 
—To Lucy, As for you Mrs. (Seeing True. 
end Trick) How now, what do you want ? 

Laura. ( Afide) My Truelove! I can (carcely 
reſiſt lying to his arms. 

Lucy to Laura. Take care, Madam 3 if Sir 
Toby obſerves you know him, adieu to all 
freſh air. I am ſure Trick has as pon 
his head, by his winking. 

Sir Toby, What do you look at, Sir? Why 
don't you. ſpeak ? 

Trick. Aid.) Be cautious, Sir, take no 
notice of the lady. 

True. I was ſo enchanted with the proſpect 
that I had loſt the power of ſpeech. 

Sir Toby. And now you have faund it pray 
what have you to fay ? 

True, Nothing, Sir, only gauntering about 
the town, and coming near your houſe, my 
fervant told me, you had entertained a bad 

q opinion 


your body; you'll 


„„ K 


| Om 
opinion of him this morning. So I took the 
liberty of calling, to clear a very honeſt fel- 
low's reputation. | | 
Sir Toby. (Afide) So this is the Officer 
a rogue in red, I dare ſay; and the ſimple 
hunter with him. II don't like them. As for 
that, Sir, you need not give yourſelf any fur- 
ther trouble ; his reputation 1s 1 to me. 
True. I hope I give no offence, in looking 
about me a little.—I think your houſe very 
py ſituated, and the air ſeems remarka- 
ly good. 


i 
Sir Toby. You are miſtaken, Sir; the air is 
very bad, and particularly fatal to ſtrangers. 
Laura. Indeed, Sir, it 1s very true, for 
ever ſince I have been in it, I have neither 
eat or ſlept with a moment's comfort. 
True. I am ſorry for that, Madam; but I 
feel myſelf particularly eaſy, ſince 1 have 
breathed it. | S 
Sir Toby. I with your legs would carry off- 
nd better air on Comp- 
ton Downs. | 
True. Sir, I won't be longer troubleſome 
—but will you give me leave to look at your 
sI have made a ſmall purchaſe in 
the country, and wiſh to improve it, by any 
thing pretty I meet with. , 
Sir Toby. (Afide) Oh, I wiſh you was bu- 
ried in the garden. Go get in, Madam, you 
don't belong to the garden, do you ? 
E 


Trick. 
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- Trick. (Afide to Lucy) Find out ſome pre- 
tence to brin your Miſtreſs down ſtairs 
again, and let her pretend—(Whiſpers) 

Sir Toby. What are you ſtill here, yet, heh ? 

Lucy. You uſe us like ſlaves, Sir Toby: It 
ſeems to me very odd treatment, from a 

_ to - Ie * 

Sir Why, Mrs. Proton. if you 
don't le your place, troop I bs, there's 
more ſervants to be 

Laura. I deſire, By you will domineer 
over your own ſervants, and not. interfere 
with mine. Je Truelove) I would adviſe 
you, Sir, to ſtay in town all night; tis very 
dangerous trave _ ſo late, 

Lucy. Pray, Sir, take my lady's advice. 

Sir Toby. Zounds | they're both making 
love to him; get you gone. [ Puſhes them out. 

True. ( Afide to Trick.) My heart will burſt. 
—O! with what pleaſure I could ſhake his 
deteſted ſoul out of his rotten carcaſe. 

Trick (Afide to True.) Pray be eaſy, Sir ; 
paſſion can be of no ſervice ; I think I have 
ſomething in my head that will do. 

True. I am forry, Sir, I ſhould be the occa- 
ſion of your being angry with your daughter, 

Sir Toby. My daughter! 

True. I beg pardon, perhaps ſhe's your wife. 

Sir Toby. She will very ſoon be ſo. 

True. ( Afide to Trick.) I can bear it no long- 
es hh” HE of i 

rick, 
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Trick ( Aſide to True.) What, and ſo blow up 
all my batteries. You would do better to keep 
your temper.— To Sir Toby) If every body 
treated their wives in this way, there would 
not be ſo much work at Doctor's Commons. 

Sir Toby. I don't intend my wife ſhould 
lead a fa ionable, diſſipated life. 

Trick. (Aſide to True.) Humour him, sir; 

him in talk a little. 

True. I think you are quite in the right, 
Sir; if I had a wife, I would treat her juſt in 
the ſame way. | 

Ser Toby. (Afide) Egad, I believe I was 
miſtaken in this gentleman ; he ſeems a man of 
ſenſe.—I wiſh with all my heart, that ſome of 
the fools that blame me, were here now. 

True. As they are my real ſentiments, if 
you pleaſe, T1! ſtep into your houſe, and give 
them under my hand. 

Sir Toby. O, by no means; Iwouldnet give 
you the crouble—Fl remember it, III re- 
member it. | 


| Lucy FUNS in. 
1 O, help! help! Oh, Sir Toby, what 
have you done? 
Sir Toby. Why the devil do you bawl ob 
Lucy. O my — dear lady. 
True. ( Afideto Trick) Hah! her lady ſaid ſhe. 
Trick. ( Aſide to True,] Be. aer, Sir, and 
obſerve her. 


rr — e 
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Sir Toby. You roar, as if ſhe had broke her 
arm. 
Lucy. Oh, ten times worſe—ſhe's mad, Sir. 
Sir Toby. Mad ! 
Lucy. Oh, quite raving. When you turn- 
ed us out of this room, ſhe found the ſmith 
barricading her windows ; at ſight of the iron 
bars, her looks grew wild, and her ſpeech in- 
coherent, and before I was aware, ſhe ſnatch- 
ed one of the bars, with which ſhe knocked 
the blackſmith down.—She's now dancing, 
jumping, raving, and throwing the things 
about the room ; I would have ſhut her in, 
but ſhe ſet up ſuch a hideous yell, that I run 
here as faſt as I could, to tell you what has 
happened.—(Afide to Trick.) Now mind your 
plot, Trick. | 
Sir Toby. Mercy on us, what ſhall I do? 
Lucy. Oh, my poor lady; here ſhe comes, 
and your baſe-viol in her hand. | 
Sir Toby. The devil !—I would rather give 
five guineas, than have my baſe broke. | 
Trick. Have a little patience, Sir, perhaps 
may be of uſe, though you had fo bad an 
opinion of me this morning. | 
Enter LAuRa in diforder, with a baſe-viol and 
lth. papers, finging. 
Give me liberty and love ; 
Give me love and liberty, 
From an iron grate, 
And the man I hate, 
Good Lord deliver me. True. 


(Ww }-:. 
True. ( Afide to Trick.) What do you in- 
tend by this, Trick? 

Trick (Afide to True.) To get you your 
miſtreſs, if you'll be quiet. 

Laura to Sir Toby. Are you a blackſmith ? 

Sir Toby. Curſe on the blackinuth | how 
ſhe harps on him. 

Taura. Cry you mercy—I know now 

are a ſinging maſter Come, here's part o the 
new Opera I have juſt got from London.— 
We'll all ſing; there's a part for you. (To Sir 
Toby.)—Hah, are not you the linger that's 
lately come from Italy; ay, ay, 'tis he. 
There's your part. (To Truelove.) - 

True. (Afde) A letter! O, for an oportu- 
nity to read it. 

Laura. Give me liberty and love, &c. Come, 
why dont you ſing ? ne time on Sir Toby s 
bead and toes.) | 

Sir Toby. Poor Laura —I can't ſing, child. 
—Zounds and death, ſhe has ſqueez d my 
toes to pieces. 

Laura. Why won't you Gi ? If you don't 
I'll break the fiddle about your ears. 

Lucy to Sir Toby. Pray, Sir, humour her. 

Trick. Let me beg of you, Sir.—She's cer- 
tainly poſſeſſed, and that too with a very miſ- 
chievous devil. 

Laura. Come begin —Givue me liberty and 
love, &c. 

[Sir Toby, Lucy, and Trick, fing.] 


( © } 


Truelbve reads his letter privately.] = 

% Find ſome means of delivering me, or 
« what I now act in jeſt, will turn to earneſt ; 
I have broke open the old fellow's cloſet; 
« and got my writings and jewels.” 

Yours only, LAURA. 

True. ( Afide) Yes, 1 will deliver thee, or 
die for it. 

Trick ( Aſide to True.) Recommend me to 
Sir Toby as a layer of Were and I'll manage 
every thing very well. 

True. Poor lady am really ſorry for her. 
Pray, Sir, conſult my ſervant; I aſſure you he 
is particularly knowing in theſe kind of dif- 
tempers. 

Sir Toby. Is he really ſo ? 

True. No man more ſo; for to my know- 
ledge, he has cured many, both in Senn 
and America. 

Laura to Lucy. What do you ſtare at me 
for? Did you never ſee an old woman before ? 
Old as I am, I was once as handſome as you. 

I was obliged to marry an old fuſty guar- 
dian, becauſe I could not get away from him. 
Ha, ha, ha, upon my life, there he 18— 
What, muſt you eternally follow me, you old 
cuckold.— See how angry he is at being 
called cuckold; and yet he would have a 
young wife, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Toby. Good God how can ſuch things 
come into her head. 4 

Trick. 
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T7:ick. I think I can cure her, Sir, provided 
you can procure me any body tocharm it into. 

Sir Toby. Here's her maid ; wont ſhe do? 

Lucy. What, do you think, I would re- 
ceive devils into me. No, no, thank you for 
that. + 
- Laure. Hark! I hear the drum beating up 
for recruits. —Will you go to America, my 
boys? But now I think on't, I want money 
to make my recruits welcome. Old Solomon, 
will you lend me an hundred guineas ? 

Sir Toby. Lack a day, it makes me weep, 
to ſee her in ſuch a condition. 

Trick. [ Ade) A deviliſh good thought. 
—Do humour her, Sir; whatever ſhe aſks 
for, let her have. | 

Laura. Lend me the money, I ſay, or elſe I'll 
order my regiment to pull your houſe down. 

Lucy. Pray, Sir, let her have them; you 
know you will get them again. 

Sir Toby. Well, well, there's a purſe with 
threeſcore; tell her there's a hundred ;—but 
be ſure I get them again. 

Trick { Ajide) O, certainly, when we don't 
know what to do with them. 

Laura. Give it me.—So now boys will you 
ſerve his Majeſty ? ci 
Trick. Aye, with all my heart, under your 
command. Oz If 
Laura. There then, there's money for you. 
And what ſay you; you're a good handſome 
| | tellow 3 


. 32) 
fellow; come, if you'll go? I'll make you ſer- 
jeant of grenadiers. © 3 

True. Go with you! that I will, through 
the world. 

Laura. There then, my hero, you ſhall be 
my purſe bearer. 

Sir Toby. But, Laura, you ſhould not give 
away your money to you don't know who. 
l hope, Sir, you will return it. ä 

Laura. Return the money to whom 
they are my ſoldiers, and the money's mine. 
I borrowed it from the greateſt rogue in 
Wincheſter ; tell him I ſay fo. | 

Sir Toby. O Lord! O Lord! 

Laura. Come, ſerjeant, I'll teach you to 
exerciſe. —Join your right hand to your fire- 
lock ; cock your firelock ; preſent ; fire. 
Serjeant, you're curſedly awkward. Give me 
love and liberty, &c. | 

Sir Toby. O terrible, terrible, what ſhall I 
do.—Pray, Sir, deſire your man to try his art. 

Trick. I am ready to oblige you, Sir; but 
there muſt be a man, who will receive the 
devil from her. Will you undertake 1t your- 
felf; Sir? | | 

Sir Toby. No faith and troth, not I. 

True, Well, Sir, to oblige you and the 
lady, I'll venture ;—but be ſure, Trick, don't 
leave him long in me. 

Trick. O no, Sir, for he's eaſier got out of 
a man, than a woman. 1 

ii 


(.-3& ) 
Sie Toby. (Ajide) Upon my word, © wy 


worthy gentleman this. 

Trick to Lucy. Miſtreſs, fetch me an eaſy 
chair. — And, as for you, Sir, don't for your 
life, ſtir out of that circle. (Jo Sir Toby.) 

Sir Toby. IIl obſerve your directions, Sir. 

Lucy (entering) Here, Sir. 

Trick to Laura. Very well — And now; 
Madam, will you be kind enough to ſit 
down. 

Laura. Sit down bat is dinner coming ? 
Ho, cry a mercy ; you're a barber, but hold, 
hold; you ſhall try your razor firſt, on that 
old fellow. _ 

R Sir Toby. O Heavens! what fhall I ſay to 
er. 


Trick. No, no, I am a en and 


I hope, if I fit you well, to have the cuſtom 
of your regiment, 
Laura. Oh, yes, by all means. 
Trick to Laura. Then pray, Madam, fit 
down,—Now for you, Sir; (To True.) kneel 
cloſe, right before her, and claſp both her 
hands in your's, and look her full in the 
face. [Takes out a book and reads.] 
Trick. Alpha, beta, gama, delta. 
Sir Toby. Bleſs me, are theſe the names of 
the ſpirits ? | 
Trick., Philo ſe in \ paſias, gloſſhis, kai en to 


panti aer kai en bo pant! r 1 40 
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N 
them) Now, Madam, you muſt be well, and 
you mad, Sir. 

Sir Toby. Why, ſhe has certainly a legion 
in her. 

Laura ſriſing) Lucy, where am I?—I have 
had a very ugly dream, 2 

Lucy. She recovers, Sir.—How are you, 
Madam ? 

Taura. Pretty well. 55 

Sir Toby. I am very glad on't. 

Trick to Sir Toby, Death, Sir, ſtay where 
you are, or you will ſpoil all. 

True. Hah! my brain's on fire!—my blood 
boils o'er !—give me way, I'll ſcale the re- 
gions of the air, and pull the winds down 
headlong on us all ! 

Sir Toby. O, my God, what ſhall we do 
with him ? 

Trick. O, never fear, \ we ſhall do well 
enough, —but 25 3 your place, for he's very 
deſperate. 

Laura. Defend me, heaven, what ails the 

rentleman ? 

Lucy. Oh! Madam, he's mad. —He'l] kill 
us all. 

Sir Toby. O, pray, Sir, read again. 

Trick. To ere, : hare, ladies, ;neo this circle ; ; 
but don't croſs it for your lives. 

Sir Toby. O, pray, Sir, read again. 

True. What s here, old Belzebub.— No, 


tis a hog for the Devil's dinner. Hollo, you 
ſcoundrels, 
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| ſcoundrels, where are you all; why don't 
{pit this ſwine ? All hell dines on hog's 


to day. [Draws bis W.] 


Trick. Fly, Sir, fly, for your fe; th 
** grows too ſtrong for me. U 

Sir Toby. Oh, Oh, Oh, ſave me, ſave me. 

[ Runs out and pull the door after him.] 

Trick. Now, now, whilſt he is Afr 
the Devil, quick, make your eſcape: 

True. My life, my ſoul. 

Laura. My faithful Truelove. | 

Trick. For God's ſake, don't ſtand lifeing 
and dearing ; but make haſte to Mr. Friend- 
ly's, where the parſon waits for you. 

Lacy. Pray, Madam, let us eſcape from 
this priſon, 
True. to Trick, Fly, Trick; and bring my 
friends there, to be witneſſes of my unſpeak- 
able happineſs. [Exeunt. 

Sir Toby (above) Oh, I am ruin'd, robb'd, 
murder'd, dead, and buried. My cloſet broke 
open, my papers gone. Mr. Conjurer, Mr. 
Conjurer, can you tell me the thief. Hah, 
no body to be ſeen; why Lucy, Laura, Lau- 
ra, murder, thieves, thieves. [Keeps bau- 
ing 'till be comes down.} Has the Devil run 
away with all my fervants. [They enter.] Run 


all of you, ſome one way, ſome another, in 


ſearch of Mrs. Laura, who is carried away 
by two villains or devils. —Run, I fay. 


Tim. 


| 
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Tim. If the Devil has her, where can we 
ſeek for her? 
Sir Toby. 1 hell, you hows do you ſtand 


ti Strikes him, 
Min Ter E'en look for her there — Exit. 
Sir Toby. Oh! that I could believe theſe 
conjuring, ſoldiering raſcals. But find them 
J will; and if they e are e mortal, 225 ſhall ſurely 


be hang H. 


Scꝝxx changes to 0⁰ Friendlys 5 He —Enter 


bim and Son, SpRIGHTLY, TRuUELOVvE and 
Lava, Lvey, and TRICE. 


ON Fr. I give you joy, moſt heartily, Mr. 
Truclove, of having, at laſt, got the better of 
all your difficulties. 

re Theſe difficulties are fully repaid, by 
the happineſs I now enjoy. I am to truly 
bleſs d, that I wiſh the whole world fo. 

Spr. Truelove, will you tell us ſo a twelve- 
month hence? 

True. It would be hay to *** it; 
and when you have eſcaped out of the hands 
of your fellow bucks, you will think ſo too. — 
As to F e Lam ſure he is of that _— 
now. 

Z. Br. I am certain. nothing can equa] tho 


happiriels. of two fond, faithful _ when 
united. 


Enter 


6 Þ 
Enter Sir Tov, in a violent paſſion. 


- * 


* 


Sir Toby. Ho, ho, ſo T have found you at . 


laſt; 5 I charge you all, in the King's 
name, to ſecure, theſe two, and that conjur- 
ing raſcal. _ 

Trick. No longer a conjuror, Sir Toby, but 
Capt. Truelove's ſervant, at your ſervice. 

Old Fr. Why faith, Sir Toby, the other . 
two are pretty well ſecur d already; for I'vg 
Juſt ſeen them linked in the chains of matri- 
mon 

Sir T, oby. What's that you ſay—married. 

Lucy. if you pleaſe, I'll ſwear it. 

Laura. And I aſſure you, dear gardy, it 
was with my own conſent.—So now you ma 
barricade your windows, ha, ha; ha, I ſhall | 


run- mad no more. | 

Sir Toby. The Jezabel. 

True. 1 am no longer poſſeſſed ; you need 
nat run away from me now, Sir © Toby. Ha, 
ha, ha. 

Spr. He won't miſtake bis! inn any more. 

True. And as my wound is perfectly 
cured, I ſhall not hofrow your coach any 
more, without you' _ it me to carry my 
wite to London. 

Sir Toby. Carry her * hell! What a ſet of 


raſcals But as For you, — you have 
robbed me. 


Laura. 


, 
A 


a 4 


1 3 of nothing but my own, own, Sir Thy. 14 
1 e dba, The Haw will 1 "A 


| th 2 ] 
* F and perdition ſeize 
'I 0.26 2 
| * ” all. © Exit. 2 
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